and begged for mercy as tears streamed from his eyes. I said, 'Take every-
thing of the sort he has away from him. Forbid him to ever deal in colour
prints again and let him go.' This was done. He had very little of anything.
They would have hanged him if I had said so, for the Japanese authorities
were furious.
The trickery greatly humiliated them. So I had 'cleaned up the market'
in quite another way than I originally intended.
The Japanese authorities openly apologized. The dealer was banished.
He was last heard of in London. The print business, but not Japanese
prints.
He was a product of the West and belonged there.
I dare say he is successful in London.
Was I satisfied? I was. Satisfied that the East was one up on the West.
And somehow, not sorry. It was a sop to my own conscience.
But now I had to square myself with Howard Mansfield and friends.
When I got home again, much later, we held at Taliesin what was known
as The Print Party*. I threw open the vault at Taliesin with its collections
to Howard and his friends. They were free to choose what they would in
exchange for the restored prints. About one-third of the 'treasures' I had
brought them had been 'restored'.
That party cost me about thirty thousand dollars.
'Wright,' said Howard Mansfield, 'I knew we could count on you!*
'Yes, Howard,' I said. 'But you are as culpable as I am. You excluded me,
you called on your own experts and picked out your own prints. And I had
no responsibility really. But "Wrieto San" couldn't afford to "lose face",
as the Japanese themselves say.'
'Yes, Wright, I know,' said the treasurer of the Metropolitan, 'I know.'
The game was all played according to a pattern set by the West. And it
all served me right for getting into something I had no good right to be in.
I woke up. There was no one now to say to me—No, you are no American!
I was a pretty good 'American'.
And I have always maintained, without pride, that had I ever desired
to become one of the successful commercial gamblers of the West they
would now be taking my money away in freight cars.
Came the Japanese war with Russia. Japan, the novice, put her school-
ing to the test and to the amazement of the dominant race she won that
dubious prize. From that time on she began acquiring the stance in the
Pacific that would some day stand her in good stead: valuable coast lines
and some ten thousand islands. One of those, near by, became a vast
secret training ground for trying out Western ideas with German school-
ing and Japanese improvements.
At one time—it was just previous to the Exclusion Act—Japan evi-
dently looked upon the United States as an exception. Many of her people
and many of her statesmen looked upon us as a possible trustworthy friend.
I do not know why, unless because of our extensive (and expensive)
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